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The Hifttfy of 

Hot. Come Kate f thou art perfect in lying downe, 
Comc^uickc.quicke, *hat I may lay my head ia thy lap. 
•£<».Go J yce giddy goofc. . 

Jbt xMftfck? p!*)**’ 

Hot. Now I perceiue tlit Diucll vnderllands?F^> 

Aad ’tiv no maruelhee is (o humorous, 

Birlady hee is a good mafician. 

L*dj .Then would you bee nothing but muflcall , 

For you are altogether by humors ; 

lie fti'.ye thieie, andheare the Lady fing ir. Welfh, 

Hot . I had rat her hcarc,Lariy,my breech howle in fri/k, 

L*. Would’ft bauc thy head broken ? 

Hot. No. i 

i^.Then bee ftiiU 

Hot. Neither,: i s a womans fault. 

L*. Now God hclpc thee. 

#*r.TotheWe//& Ladies bed. 

La. What’s that? 

Hot. Pcacejfhce fings. 

Metre the Lai] fi*gt » W elftforg. 

Hot. Come, He hauc your fong too. 

La. Not mjne in good tooth. 

Hot .Not yours in good {ooch?Hart, you fweare like a coa. 
fitm^kerswifcjnot you in good foorh ; & as true as iiiue^nd«» 
God fijail mend mee,andas furc as day : 

Andgiueit fuch farccret furety faor thy ©tbes , 

As if thou neuer wdk’ftfurthcr theu PusS’urf. 

Swcare meCjATtfre-Jike a Lady as thou art, 

A good month- filling oath^and leaue in footh, 
a^ndfuch proteftol pepper ginger-bread. 

To veluetgsrds, and Sunday Cituzsfis* 

Ccme,fing. 

La. I will not fing. 

Hc/.Tis the, nest way to tumetayIor,or fee red-bred reached 
and the indentures be drawne , ile away within thefe *.houM, 
and fo come in when yec will. Exit. 

C//»vCome,come;Lord Mertimor.jow are flow. 

As Her Lard Percy i $ on fire to goe. 

By 




Henry the Fourth. 

Fy this our Booke is drawne, weele but teals, 

And then to hoifc immediately. 

MorWith ah my heart. 

iuter the Km Prince ef Wales ytnd others . 

King. Lords,giue vs leaue,the Prince of Wales ^and I, 

Mud haue fome priuate conference, but be nee re at hand. 

For we fhall prelently haue need of you Exeunt Lords. 

Jknow not whether God will haue it fo. 

For fome difplealing fcruice I haue done, 

That in his fecret doome,out of my blood, 

Heele breed reuengement and a feourge for me 5 
But thou doft in the p adages of life, 

Make me belceue, that thou art onely eiark’t 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of Heauen, 

To pumfh my mif-trcadings.Tcll me elfe, 

Could fuch inordinate and low defircs. 

Such poore, fuch bare, fuch Icwd.fuch mcenc attempts 
Such barren plcafures.rude fociety. 

As thou art matcht withall,and grafted to, 
.//ccowpaniethegreatnefle of thy blood, 

^nd hold their lcuell with thy Princely heart ? 

Pr#*.Sopleafe your Maicfty ,1 would 1 could 
Qjjirc ail offences with as tlearc cxculc,, 
tsis well as I am idoubtleffe I can purge ■ : 

My fclfe of many 1 am charg’d withal! s - 

Yet fuch extenuation let me beg, . 

in reproofe of many tales dcuide, , 

Which otr thecare efGrtfatnrflc needs rnuft rrv.' 

By fouling pick-chankes, and bale newes-mongers, > ; 

I may for fome tilings true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wandred, and irregular, . : - > 

Finde pardon on my rrtcfubzniffion. 

p3rd °? ^ cc ? >' e . tietn « wonder, Harry, 

At thy aff;Tions,which doe hold a wins >r 
Q^ite from the flight of all thy anceftors s 
Thyplacein Councdl thou haft rudely loft, 
Vvhicn.bythyyonger Brother is fuppW 
«^*»a art alnaoft an alter? to tjic hearts 
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